156               A PARTING SONG.
For him the inverted year
Shall mark our seasons here With alien alternation, and revive This withered winter, slaying the spring alive
With darts more sharply drawn
As nearer draws the dawn In heaven transfigured over earth transformed And with our winters warmed And wasted with our summers, till the beams Rise on his face that rose on Dante's dreams.
Till fourfold morning rise
Of starshine on his eyes,
Dawn of the spheres that brand steep heaven across At height of night with semblance of a cross
Whose grace and ghostly glory
Poured heaven on purgatory